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Everyone knew the rules. 

No one ever finished. It always ended abruptly. 

Someone would get weird and laugh too loudly, too awkwardly 

The room would erupt in hysterics and shouts to cover up the disappointment that it didn't go farther. 


No one ever brought up playing until they were all so shit-faced that the next day it wouldn't be remembered 
who first mentioned the idea. 


No one would ever admit they liked it. Not out loud But they all watched. Only some played. 


James was up. He had a bottle of vodka in one hand. his shirt was already missing, abandoned somewhere on a 


couch or in a corner. 


His last opponent was defeated easily. James had licked the guy's face, then unbuttoned his pants. It freaked 
him out, and he'd bailed, throwing hands in the air. That awkward laugh. 


James had taken a big swig right after. No laughter. The burn of vodka washed off the sweaty, oily taste of 


unwashed skin. 


Dave was the next challenger. 


Empty handed, fully clothed, he walked proudly into the middle of the tight circle of drunken bodies. He would 


not be beaten 
"Suck him of fl" A voice yelled from somewhere in the back. Raucous laughter all around. 
James and Dave stared at each other, smiling, squinting. 


Dave made the first move. Left hand to right hand, he snatched the bottle from James and took a pull. He 
brushed his fingertips lightly on the other's hand when he gave it back. 


In response, James reached out with his free hand, grazing Dave's pale, smooth bicep seductively, and stepped 


closer. 

A quick slip of fingers gently pushing long, silver-gold waves over an ear brought Dave another half-step in. 
James followed suit and combed through the strands of Dave's red mane that framed his face. 

"Hurry the fuck up!" 

"Pussy shit!" 


The sweaty throng of metalheads was getting impatient. They craved escalation Awkward tension. The 


inevitable break when someone bowed out. 
The battlers took their time. 


Drawn back to the bottle, Dave twined his fingers into James's around the neck and brought both their hands 
up to his mouth as he slugged from it again. 


James ran his opposite hand up Dave's arm from wrist to armpit. His fingers felt, more than his brain actually 
registered, that the skin was fine, the arm strong, veins prominent. He wrapped his hand around the bicep. He 


kept it there. 


The narrow waist of that V-shaped torso called out, and Dave slid his hand around it. Without even meaning to, 
his fingers gripped, and he vaguely felt a tug below his belt. 


Egged on by shouts pouring into his ears from all sides, James levelled up and threw his arm up and over 


Dave's shoulder, now holding him almost in an embrace. 


Chests near touching, they looked each other in the eye, neither prepared to back down. 


Dave hooked his fingers of his left hand into the bullet belt around the hips in front of him and pulled their 


bodies together. He looked at James's bare neck and hesitated for just a second. 


The push of Dave's hips against his was new. It wasn't a tactic often employed in chicken. James had to check 
himself for a moment, but pressed on. He lowered his face toward Dave's, taunting him. 


So many guys quit at that move. 
Not Dave. 


Eyes closed, the crescendo of voices crashing around him as the crowd saw what was happening, Dave touched 


his lips to James's and pulled away. 


The lips were velvety soft, not chapped like the last guy he kissed in this game. James didn't even mind upping 
the ante and kissing Dave back, harder. 


Not letting him pull away, Dave moved his hand around behind James's neck, kissing him back. He was aware of 


the whoops and calls in his ears, buzzing in time with his drunkenness. 


The hand beginning to wind into the hair at the nape of his neck felt good. He noted a twitch now, in his pants, 
but he couldn't let that stop him. He had to beat Dave. James opened his mouth to the lips on his, tongue 
protruding. 


Dave responded in kind, and tilted his head slightly, licking the tongue that sought his out. Based on the sounds 
around him he could tell it looked filthy. It felt fucking sexy. 


The taste of Dave was sweet and unexpected in James's mouth. He didn't want to wash it out with more vodka. 


He knew he was supposed to take the game another step further, but the kiss felt too good to stop. 


Massaging his fingers into the scalp of the blonde head, Dave kissed James with abandon. He noticed as the 
fingers on his bicep squeezed the muscle, feeling the shape of it. They stroked his skin Moved to his shoulder. 


A hand shoved James from behind. Then another. His hips thrusted into Dave's as the crowd, riled up and 
horny, tried to force them further, pushing them more tightly together. 


Dave felt something a bit stiff press into the front of his jeans and move away again. Another pulse rushed 


into his cock at the sudden knowledge that James was hard. It also meant he knew how he could beat James. 


Taking his hands out of the wavy locks, Dave unbuttoned James's pants. Then he unzipped. There was no 
reaction except more forceful making out. He started to pull the black jeans down by the front pockets. 


An abrupt yank to the back of his head, and James had his empty hand in Dave's hair, pulling his head away, 

while fumbling with the button of his pants with the fingers that were still around the bottle. He was putting 
Dave on display, unzipping him while showing him off, and Dave couldn't do much about it with his head yanked 
back so far like that, caught off-guard. 


That was too much for Dave. Half-hard cock on the verge of erupting from his pants in public, he swung his 
right arm, catching James in the gut. 


Fighting broke the rules. The crowd went wild, shoving them both. Yelling and maniacal laughter came from all 


around. 
"Hetfield wins!" 
"Hetfield's two for two!" 


James recovered slightly from the sucker punch and returned a blow to the hard jawline of the redhead. Rules 
be damned. 


"Whoa! You see that?" 
"What the fuck?!" 


"You're both out! Get outta there!" 


Dave pounced, wrapping both arms around James and threw him to the floor. A fist came up, punching him in 


the ribs. He grabbed the blonde's bangs and slammed his head into the ground. 


Too drunk for the smash of his skull into the floor to cause pain, he retaliated fast, using the hard glass 
bottle to slam into Dave's spine. 


Fists flew, bodies rolled, hair was pulled. Their cocks swelled more at the violence than the gentle kisses. The 
crowd, in an uproar, didn't notice James grind his hips into Dave's, not once, but twice. 


A hundred hands dragged them off each other, and upright. Dave was off like a jet, fast feet propelling him 
through the crush of bodies out of the room. 


Nose bloody, James swung arms out at everyone around him, creating a path out of the center. 
Kirk and Cliff were up next. 


James and Dave were too far out of the room by that point to see the match take place. 


Dave whipped open the bathroom door and entered, but before he could shut it, the door was shoved further 
inward. James blasted inside with Dave and shut the door behind him. Locked it. 


No words were exchanged. They stared at each other. Dave's eye wandered to the trickle of blood on James's 


upper lip. 


James grabbed him. He pushed him up against the door, and shoved his tongue down his throat. The intrusion 
was returned, while Dave's big hands gripped either side of James's bare waist, pulling their bodies back 
together. 


Dave pistoned his hips forward, his rock solid hardness meeting a matching lump in the other's pants. They 
wantonly humped each other like dogs. 


Face moving away from the pink lips, James sucked on the spot where his fist had forcefully met Dave's jaw, 
only minutes ago. His hands toyed with locks of gorgeous, soft, red hair. 


Dave took one hand off James and slipped it into his own pants. He wrapped fingers around his cock inside his 


underwear, stroking. 


James felt the backs of knuckles moving against his hardness. He moaned lightly at the knowledge that Dave 
was touching himself. He pulled his own unzipped pants down, bullet belt still around his hips, and began to fist 
himself inside his briefs. 


The bathroom became a cacophony of lurid sucking sounds and moans, mouths and tongues lapping at each 


other, at sweaty necks. 


Dave pulled his underwear down completely. He jerked himself in plain view, showing James what had nearly 


been revealed out in the crowd. His eyes on James's were dark with lust. 
James looked down, the thick pink shaft out and on display of its own accord. Desire overtook him. He wrapped 
his fingers over Dave's, feeling him caressing himself, then pushed his hand out of the way. James began 


stroking them both in unison. 


An almost choking moan shot out of Dave's mouth. His hands pushed behind himself, supporting his upper body 
against the door, shoving his pelvis outward into James’ hand. 


Grunting and groaning, Dave was loud and greedy in his pleasure. He didn't care. It was louder outside the door. 


The sensation was reaching a peak. Dave shot his hands out and pulled down James's underwear. He got his 


hand around the top of the shaft, and began to move it, but it was all too much. A shudder took over his 


body, his face instantly a thousand degrees, a buzz inside his head. A guttural wail exploded from Dave's chest, 
and he came ferociously, soiling James's bare belly. 


"You lose," James huffed. 


Breathing hard through the aftershocks, Dave recovered. He grabbed James and shoved him backwards into 
the sink countertop behind him. 


Still covered in white, gooey liquid, James's hands gripped the edge. One of Dave's hands was around his cock, 
jerking him quickly while he watched it, the other was lifted to his throat, choking him and forcing him back 
harder. 


Dave bit a nipple. He sucked at the long throat, the collarbone, leaving tiny traces of red marks. 


James's knuckles on the counter turned white. It was hard to breathe. The hand on his dick was tight, warm 


and fast. 


Unexpectedly, he came hard, growling like a wild animal, hips bucking crazily as Dave held him in place with a 
strong arm. 


The black t-shirt Dave had on was covered in wet ropes. They both looked down at it. It was fucked anyway, 


so he peeled it off and used it to wipe his own seed off James's abs and chest. 


Dave pulled his pants up as James sat on the counter, bare-assed and debauched. He wiped James's blood off 


his own face with a dry spot of the shirt. Tossed it aside. 


"Call it a draw," Dave said. He opened the bathroom door, and went on through. 


